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One 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this in response to a Tallific challenge. A number of items had to be included - | think you can figure 
out which ones. By the way, | am not a fan of the holiday season. 


Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction - not real, never happened, never will. | don't know these people and they 


don't know me. | mean no harm and only want to entertain. 
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James picked up the last of the torn wrapping paper and shoved it into a garbage bag. He looked around the 
room and noted with satisfaction that he was finally done. It had taken some time to straighten up, almost as 
long as it had taken to unwrap their presents. This year the guys had gore all out with gifts. Kirk alone had 
given him at least 30. He had to make it up to his lover - he only got him 25. 


He sat down on the couch and stretched out his long legs on the coffee table. Wriggling his toes, he smiled at 
his socks. They were green and red and actually had tiny working Xmas lights on them. He reached down and 


switched them on. They twinkled in the dusk filled room. 


"| don't know where the hell you found these, Kirk, and if you ever tell anyone that I'm actually wearing them 
you'll be sorry. But, you know, | like ‘em." He paused. "Thanks for getting them for me." 


He picked up a framed photo that was a gift from all of them. He chuckled. "You guys are crazy." Lars, Rob, 
Kirk and Jason were all decked out elf costumes - green tights, red tunics and even elf ears. Somehow they 
had even convinced Dave Mustaine to dress up as Santa They looked ridiculous - Jason must have the 
skinniest legs on earth. But somehow it worked and James could see that they all had fun posing. He was sure 
it was Lars’ idea - probably told them that it was a Danish custom. Even after all this time Lars still used 
this excuse to get them to do something silly. And they would do it too. Love and brotherhood ran deep with 
them. 


He wasn't really hungry but the plate of Christmas cookies on the table beckoned him. "What the hell, ‘tis the 
season," he told himself as he popped a rum ball into his mouth. He eyed the mug of eggnog next to the 
cookies. "Now you're just gross and | refuse to drink you." But he thought about how cute Kirk looked last 
night with an eggnog moustache, standing under the mistletoe at the HQ Christmas party. He basically had to 
strong-arm Rob away from his man to get his kiss. Then he found himself under the mistletoe and was 
surprised to be on the receiving end of a rather hot kiss from Rob. Maybe, he mused, the three of them 
could get together. 


James put his arm up on the back of the couch and almost knocked over the green and red striped vibrator 
that Kirk had given him as a gag gift. Shit, it even glowed in the dark and played ‘Felice Navidad when it was 
turned on. He picked it up and tossed it into the eggnog. "I'm sure someone will find that tasty," he murmured. 
"Thank fuck that this, my socks and the photo are the only green and red themed gifts | got this year. | don't 
think | could have handled any more." He grabbed a leather jacket that was another Kirk present. 


"Yes! Black!" He cried triumphantly, holding it up. The workmanship was incredible and the smell of leather drove 
him wild. Which is undoubtedly why Kirk had purchased it for him. 


Cradling the jacket in his arms, James looked at all his other loot. Boots, a 42' plasma TV complete with a 
sound system guaranteed to wake the dead, computer, books, jeans, sweaters, shirts, keys to a fully restored 
vintage Indian motorcycle, a trip itinerary that would take him and Kirk on a cruise on a private yacht, a video 
camera, DVDs, CDs, an authenticated Wyatt Earp pistol from the Wild West days and even a life-sized toy 
sheep. Why Kirk thought he'd like it he'd never know but it would make a good place to toss his dirty clothes 


on. 


And a letter. 


James leaned forward and took a large envelope off the table. Carefully, he eased the one sheet of paper out 


and began to read. 


Dear James, 


| love you. Three simple little words that mean so much that | don't know if they can really convey how | feel 
about you. This past year together - truly together as a couple - has been the best of my life. You make me 
smile, make me laugh, care for me when I'm sick, put up with my veg meals, my surfing, my bad hair days. 


You've encouraged me to face each day with a clear head held high. 


l'm so damn proud of you and the changes you've made - we all are. Tallica is bigger, better and stronger 


because you realized that things weren't working and decided to make it right. Our James, MY James. 


Damn - you are my James and | thank whatever gods are listening for it. 


Merry Christmas. 


| love you with all heart and soul. 


Kirk 


James carefully put Kirk's letter back in the envelope and placed it back on the coffee table. 


"| love you as well, babe," James said. "Always have and always will. You are my life." 
y y y Y 


He got up off the couch, stretched and walked over to the Christmas tree. He crouched down and picked up 
the gun. Making sure it was loaded with six bullets (after all, it was a six-shooter) he stood up and buckled his 


new holster around his waist. Kirk had given him that as well so he could really play "cowboy" (along with a 


new black cowboy hat) and made his way into their bedroom. 


James had bitched at Kirk about installing a mirrored wall in the closet (about the size of two of his old 
bedrooms) but now he was glad that Kirk gotten his way. Facing himself, he stood with his legs slightly apart, 
his hands flexed loosely at gun level. 


He nodded at his reflection "I'll get right to the point. You killed my friends, my lover and now | have to kill 
you." 


"Wait a minute, dude. Let me explain 


James shook his head. "No. You are a murderer." 


"An accident! It was an accident! The cops, the witnesses - everyone said it wasn't my fault!" 


"Nobody else but you driving," James said. "How come you were the only one that walked away without even a 


scratch?" 


"Man, | don't know! I'm hurting here too. | lost..." 


James interrupted. "Fuck you. I'm so weary of your excuses. It was your fucked-up childhood, the alcohol, the 
pressures of touring, Cliff's death, mom's death. I've had it up to here with your shit." 


"Your shit as well, jerk. Or have you forgotten?" 


James shook his head. "Not mine anymore. | moved on and you couldn't. And so in one split second you managed 
to kill my family. Couldn't deal with me being happy, could you? Couldn't leave well enough alone. Had to come 


back and fuck me one more time." 


"Not my fault, not my fault," was the singsong reply. "Everyone says it's not my fault” 


"You killed Kirk! He's dead. Oh fuck he's gone. How could you do this to me?" James screamed. "How could you 


take the one that made my life worthwhile?" 


"Merry Christmas!" was the snappy retort. 


"Merry Christmas this!" James pulled out his gun and aimed it at his reflection 


"Can't do this, Jamesy.” 


‘lm sick and tired of you telling me what | can and can't dol No more. You don't deserve to live after what 


you've done." 


"Are you sure it's me that doesn't deserve? Who was really driving? Think about it." 


James let out one of his patented Hetfield growls. "Not my fault, fucker." He pulled the trigger and the mirror 
shattered, his reflection disintegrating amongst the glass shards. 


"For you, Kirk. Just for you," he whispered He put the gun up to his throat. "You are my life and you are my 
death." And once again he fired the pistol. His body fell to the floor, his socks still twinkling. 


